THE   QUESTING   BEAST
Rawlinson had also gone to Trebizonde and come back.
But this time it was different.
1 was past caring. I returned to Kemal, who greeted
me with an embrace. I told him what had happened.
Kemal thought for a while and then he told me it was
because of Colonel Rawlinson: for if I were shot in
Erzerum he would hear of it, and so they were taking me
away to do it elsewhere.
An hour later an English soldier was ushered into our
room. It was Mahoney whom I had seen that night in
Alexandropol. He had been found there, been imprisoned
in Kars and was now to be released.
Another hour and a tall sergeant-major I had never seen
before told us two to follow him. I took my bundle, which
consisted of a pair of felt boots and my overcoat, and bade
farewell to Kemal. The three of us crossed the barrack
square, and when I looked back as we went through the
gate I saw Kemal*s pale sad face watching us. still.
Outside was an old brougham drawn by a pair of
horses. We got inside and soon left Erzerum behind.
Ten miles out we spent the night at a Khan, and for the
next many days we journeyed on, sometimes on foot going
up or down hills, and sometimes in the old brougham when
it was level going.
Mahoney and I were treated very well at the different
Khans, and much curiosity was evinced as to our identity.
I certainly must ha^e looked rather odd, since my hair was
by now in curls to the nape of my neck and my cheeks
hollow with lack of food. My beard was undipped and
my moustache straggled wildly.
I still expected that the worst was yet to come, but I
was wrong and was able to enjoy the scenery and conversa-
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